The Four Founders 





Book 1: The First Tunnel 


Author [No Name] 


Long ago, in a time of desperation 4 young wizards and witches were born. They strived 
to save their helpless kingdom, their lives were forlorn. Hidden in various places, they decided to 
fight their friendship knotting in laces, their hearts clear and bright. Here is the story of the Four 
Founders, The beginning I should say, which shows first dear Helga, yes her, In the middle of 
bright May.... 
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Chapter 1 of 13: Helga Hufflepuff- The Flames 


Helga was in the kitchen, cooking as usual. Her mother was in the living room, having a 
cup of tea, tired after a long day of work in the fields, her bun messy, and her clothes patched 
and torn. Helga finished the stew, adding a few pieces of meat. She bustled into the living room, 
squeezing her slender body through the various objects and ornaments on the floor. She 
approached her mother and murmured reassuringly to her: "It's alright mother, I'm here, super 
is ready." 


Her mother looked at her sadly. A few years ago, before Helga's father had been burned 
on a stake, before her mother had escaped out of the little village in Wales, taking Helga (then 
only 6 years old) with her, before they had had to survive alone together, their only hope a broken 
down farm and a dried field, Acciotra Hufflepuff had been a beautiful lady, with red hair just like 
Helga's and dark green eyes. She had looked so happy, but now.... now all Helga saw was an old 
woman, her bones visible through her skin, grey hair and dull eyes. Helga strived to make her as 
happy as possible, but the woman always stayed vacant, tired and sad. The woman's gaze never 
met her daughter's caring look or even talked to her, except to whimper or murmur confusedly. 


Helga sat down, stroking her mother's hair silently, 
when suddenly, she felt heat near her. She looked around 
hurriedly, to find a swift fire starting to form on the table. 
Helga stood up, fear sprouting in her, when the flames 
became smaller and smaller, disappearing finally into the 
rotting wood of the floor. The young girl knew that it had 
happened again. Each time she thought of her father, each 
time she wondered what he had done to deserve such a 
horrible punishment, each time she reflected about what 
her mother could tell her, what she wished she could 
remember, the flames came. 


They were there, burning, reminding her of her 
father's desperate face as he screamed to his mother to 
help him, begged the man who had lit the mound of wood. 
The people of the village had shouted at him, leering, 
restraining her mother and her. She had cried, stared, not 
understood. Then her mother had broken free, the people 
restraining her suddenly shrieking in pain, their hands 
smoking. She was sure that she could remember what the 
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people of the village were shouting with a little effort but... it was just out of reach. The more she 
thought about it, the less the memory came. 


It was no use. The only thing she knew about her father, Herman Hufflepuff, was that he 
had clear blue eyes, swift fingers like hers, and dark black hair. And that he used to be a doctor 
of some sort. That was all. She also knew that her mother had loved him dearly, and she could 
only guess that he had loved her back. 


But why, oh why did flames appear? Was Helga becoming crazy? Maybe, like her mother, 
she was starting to be ill and needed people around her? 


The eleven year old girl stared at the empty chimney and decided she would try and lit a 
fire. It would be hard, seeing as all the wood they had was soaked from the recent rain, but Helga 
had to do something to occupy her mind... She stroked her mother's hair one more time, clasped 
the hot bowl between the woman's cold hands, before walking outside to find some wood. 
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Chapter 2 of 13: Rowena Ravenclaw- The Escape 


Rowena scrubbed at the floor, her body aching with tiredness. The luxurious room was 
shiny and clean, and yet Amelia Ravenclaw had insisted she scrub it again. Sighing, sweating 
furiously, she leaned on the wall, pulling out an old book. She opened it carefully, her delicate 
fingers turning the fragile pages softly. It was as if a spell had been cast on her. Her face was 
immersed in the book, her dark brown eyes sparked, black hair cascading down her back, her 
beautiful face shone. She was happy. She was no longer in Scotland, she was no longer at the 
Ravenclaw manor. 


"You retched girl! What have you done this time?" 


Rowena jumped, sweat beading down her neck. Her step mother stomped in 
looking at the book with fierce eyes. Her face was a purplish red colour, a bad sign. 


"You stole one of my books! You dared to steal! You stupid ignorant little piece of 
worthless scum! How could you ... Don't you know how expensive books are? Handmade by 
monks! You wait till | get my hands on you...!" 


Rowena closed her dark brown eyes, and felt tears starting to form in her eyes. That 
book had been the only thing that had make her life worth living. With that book alone, she could 
pretend that she was in a world of Lancelot or Perceval that she was in another world. That she 
was in a better world. With adventures and damsels, romance and adventure. Not vicious step- 
mothers. Not mean fathers. Rowena buried her beautiful face in her white nimble hands. 


"No food, water or anything else! And don't you dare touch one of my books again you 
disgraceful daughter of hell! Get going! Go on, go to the bins to clean up!" screamed Amelia 
Ravenclaw, stomping to the next room. 


Rowena followed her, silent as she had learned to be. Her father, Rex Ravenclaw, a 
handsome man with deep, cold blue eyes raised his head from a scroll of parchment. 


"This girl of yours is scum Rex! | can't believe she is your daughter! Puh! Must be the filthy 
blood that runs in her veins... Tell the story of that disgusting young woman again Rex." 


Rowena closed her eyes, turning away from her parents as her father sighed heavily. 


"It was a time where I was an idiot. I was only interested in such matters as love and peace 
and wasting my time with wisdom. | fell in love with a young girl with a beautiful face and good 
brains, but with no moral sense or ..." he started, but Amelia interrupted him: 
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"SHE WAS A WITCH! She was a filthy witch! She cast a spell to enhance you and had a 
baby and... And then you came back to your senses and saw her doing witchcraft. Hah! She got 
what she deserved! I just wish you," the bulky woman pointed her pudgy finger at Rowena "had 
burned on the stake with her! | don't believe a word that priest said, about not knowing if the 
piece of scum is a witch or not. Just burn them all | say! Who would even care if a daughter of 
hell died?!" and with that, Amelia slapped the poor girl on the face with such force that the well 
carved body flew into the air and crumpled on the floor. 


Rex Ravenclaw stared at the broken shape with only cold indifference. Finally he said: 


"Amelia... please. Calm down. Yes, Hestia Ravenclaw was a filthy witch and she got what 
she deserved. | made sure of that." 


Rowena fell her face burning. She had 
trained herself not to feel anything when her 
step-mother or father insulted her mother. But 
the force of the slap made all her instincts fly. 
She thought of her mother, cruelly burned on 
a stake, all that... all that because of her father. 
Her betraying father who had not hesitated a 
second to give away that her mother was a 
witch in exchange for the sum of money. Her 
beautiful mother had ordered her to flee, or to 
close her eyes, not to look, but Rowena had 
been transfixed, paralyzed, stunned, as her 
mother screamed and screamed. Her mother... 
Her mother had looked exactly like her: long 
eyelashes, stunning eyes, delicate hands and 
fingers, all down to the scar on their back that 
showed an eagle flying to a castle. Yes, very 
strange scar. That proved it: Rowena was sure 
that her mother was a witch. No doubt about 
it. But she didn't think that witches were 
necessarily bad: her mother had never used 
bad spell, had never cursed someone... Her 
boiling anger rose up again as she thought of 
her mother caring look, her smile and warmth. She stood up, furious. 





"My mother was never a daughter of hell. She was a noble woman, loving! But you're 
right, | do have dirty blood running in my veins. Because of him and his cowardice, his betrayal." 
Rowena raised a trembling finger towards her father, who looked surprised but not hurt. 
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"Amelia, carry her out to clean up the bathroom. She is becoming insolent. And make sure 
that she doesn't look by the window!" The last words of her father were shouted at Amelia, as 
the latter had already grabbed Rowena's ear and pulled her halfway through the corridor. 


With a roar, Rowena tore away from Amelia, her ear throbbing. Her eye sight was blurred. 
She was furious. She heard a bang and a crash and a loud yelp. She opened her eyes and saw 
Amelia sprawled on the floor, her piggy eyes furious. She sat up, her fist balled... but Rowena 
could see fear in Amelia's eyes. Amelia screamed: 


"SHE'S A WITCH TOO!" 


Rowena ran, straight into her father, who was upright and blocking the way. Another 
bang, he was hanging from the ceiling, suspended from one foot. 


"So her is." he calmly said. The icy rage in those three words made Rowena shiver. 
She ran on, when pudgy fingers closed around her neck. 
"WITCH! There's a witch in this house!!! !" 


Rowena heard scuffling, knocks on the door. The neighbours had arrived, hearing the 
bangs and cracks from their house. Amelia screamed again the same thing, and Rowena felt her 
neck being squeezed, felt her breath leaving her. With a great whoosh, she felt herself fly in the 
air. Amelia screamed, eventually letting go of the girl's neck, and Rowena felt air bursting in her 
lungs. Then, she realized that she was flying. Yet, that didn't scare her. She was happy. She was 
free, even though she was not yet out of the house. She zoomed towards the door, where the 
neighbours were banging their fists, shouting not to worry, that they were getting help 
immediately. Rowena concentrated, and the door banged open. She flew over them, laughing as 
they shouted "Witch! Witch!" to her, not caring, seeing the mingled fury and fear in their eyes. 
For the first time since 6 years, she breathed pure outside air. Her family had locked her out well, 
like they would lock the cat out. No, she thought they were not her family anymore. Just as she 
thought that, she heard a familiar voice say, in barely a murmur: 


"Don't worry Rowena. We'll get you one day. Witches can't survive forever. They are the 
children of hell after all." 


It was her father, the priest beside him, his icy cold voice ringing over the rest, despite the 
fact that he had only murmured it. Rowena felt that same chill, and realized how serious her 
father was. She felt herself drop, and it took all her concentration to keep flying. 
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Chapter 3 of 13: Rowena Ravenclaw- The Meeting 


Rowena dipped down from the sky, landing gently on her feet. She must have been flying 
for about 1hour, but she was already drained. She dared not think about what would happen 
now: she knew that the people of the village would continue to look for her, no matter what. She 
decided to make a bow and arrows, something she had done since her mother had died for her 
father and even more when he had married Amelia (his distant cousin who was VERY rich). She 
looked for the tree she wanted to use only half-heartedly, knowing it was extremely rare: silver 
lime. It was nearly extinct! How could she find some? 


She was starting to lose hope, when she saw it. A silver tree, tall and thin, meeting every 
description from all the books she had read. She cut a big piece and got to work. She only 
had scissors, and the final bow and arrows were perhaps slightly crooked, but it was good enough 
for her. She sat down closed her eyes and thought. A complicated plan formed in her mind. 


30 minutes later, she had a deer on her shoulder and was heading for a clearing she had 
sighted earlier. She felt better, but now that she was slightly rested, she felt the shock and panic. 
Even though she hated her step-mother and father, even though she definitely did not want to 
be burned alive, she still was alone, without any help, with no refuge, home or safety. I she was 
caught, she would die. 


She took two sticks, but they were wet and no matter how much she tried, they wouldn't 
lit up. 


"I'm a witch now. I have powers..." she thought aloud. 


She concentrated with all her might, then opened one eye. Nothing. She tried again. Was 
that a spark? She tried again. A few flames, then nothing. She sighed. Being a witch was not that 
simple. She groaned and lay down on her back. Tired, she fell asleep, sinking into murky dreams. 


She was in a forest full of strange people, floating like ghosts, hooded, masked, and she 
felt despair. A man beside her screamed at her, encouraged her, questioned her, but it was no 
good. She was falling. Then, the man raised a stick and told her to do the same. To her surprise, 
she had a stick too, and suddenly a spell came to her... A silver wolf bounded out of the stick, 
scattering the strange ghostly figures. Two other people, a man and a woman, were strewn on 
the floor, sobbing. The man who had talked to her smiled and she smiled back. He said: "We are 
really the four ones." she said: "Friends bring happiness." They bent down to wake the others. A 
strong emotion clawed at her chest. She blushed. 
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She was in the same forest, and a herd of half-man half-horse people were there, bows 
and arrows at the ready. She said something, and what appeared to be the leader signalled to 
the others to lay down their arms. She went to him and they started talking. The other men and 
woman, the same ones, were staring at her, scared and yet relieved. 


She was chasing a warty hog through the forest, and it was running, so fast, oh so fast! She 
couldn't catch it yet, but in a few seconds... She pulled out her stick, and the warty hog squealed. 
They came to a clearing, were a few rocks lay. "Here will lie a school that you will find." said the 
hog. She nodded, and let the hog go, transfixed, looking at the spot. "So it will." she said. She felt 
that same emotion again... strong and supple, lighting her up... 


She woke up. A fire was blazing before her. She was not where she had been, she was in 
an even wetter place, but her food was still there, and her bow and arrows. She stood up, startled, 
and quickly started cooking the meat of the deer. While she ate, she thought about how her 
powers worked, how she could have gotten here... And about the dreams. She didn't know how 
the flames got there, how they had appeared not when she had summoned them but when had 
dreamed. 


Her conclusion was that the most basic magic was easy to summon by just concentrating 
on the task. The more advanced magic could be done but only by accident, when you felt a great 
rush of emotion like anger or compassion or... that strange emotion that she had seen in her 
dreams... it was familiar, something to do with her mother... oh well. She guess that all this would 
be unimportant once she got a stick like she had seen in her dream. 


They were called wands. Rowena had just remembered. Wands. That was the how they 
called it in books anyway. 


Suddenly, she heard a rustling. She started and froze. Her heart beat faster and faster. 
She raised her bow towards the commotion. 


"Is someone here?" asked a female voice "I smell smoke and meat and food. Mind if I join 


you?" 

Rowena prepared to shoot. 

A young girl about her age appeared, a few pieces of wet wood in her small hands. 

"How did you light a fire? I hope you don't mind that | ..." the girl trailed off as she noticed 
the bow and arrow. "Oh! Sorry! I... 1... I'll go now if you want... I didn't..." She raised her hands in 
surrender. 


The Four Founders - Book 1: The First Tunnel 


Rowena stared at the girl. The girl stared at Rowena. 
"I'm Helga, by the way. I'm sorry if I’m in the way." 
Rowena lowered her bow and arrow. She smiled. 


"I know who you are." She said, registering the surprise and confusion on the girls 
features. 


10 
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Chapter 4 of 13: Helga Hufflepuff- A New Friend 


"So you're a witch? And you somehow got teleported from Scotland to Wales?" asked 
Helga incredulously. 


"Wales? We're in Wales? Are you joking?" asked the girl called Rowena. 
"Ves," 


Helga didn't know what to think. Her thoughts were spinning. Rowena had just told her 
everything that had happened to her, including those dreams... Weird. Was this girl crazy? She 
certainly was beautiful... yet intimidating. So far she was nice and gentle but... Helga couldn't 
erase the picture of the steadiness of the bow and arrow in her hands. 


"Are sure it was me?" she asked for the millionth time "In your dream | mean." 


"Yes! And you were holding a wand too! You're a witch, like me! Can't you tell? Aren't 
strange things happening when you are around? Hasn't anyone in your family been burned?" 


This statement pierced through Helga like a knife and it seemed to revive her senses and 
brain. Of course! Her dad had been a wizard! And... Maybe her mother was a witch! She escaped 
from the village to save herself and Helga. 


It all fit in. 


"I understand now. I understand everything." she announced, and she explained to 
Rowena about her father, her mother, how they had escaped and her appearing 


"So there are only two of us left... two boys." Rowena said smiling. 


"Yeah! I've never really met a boy before. Been five years since... well..." Helga sentence 
trailed off. 


"I know what you feel. My mother was burned. I was six when it happened too. So, you're 
11 year's old?" 


"Yep. And you are too right?" 


"Yeah. Shall we go back to your mother? She might want to eat. | wonder if she's a witch 
too." Rowena said wonderingly. 


Helga smiled. First time she had had a friend before. This girl might be intimidating at first, 
but she was nice. And smart! She always referred to books she read. The only books Helga found 
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passionating were the ones with romance not the one with all the information who were so hard 
to decipher. And yet the girl- Rowena- loves the adventure books too. What a smart and bookish 


girl she thought. 


She couldn't stop smiling until she saw her mother. Her mother who was white as marble. 


And dead. 


The Four Founders - Book 1: The First Tunnel 


12 


Chapter 5 of 13: Godric Gryffindor- A Witch On the Loose 


Godric stared at the fire. He was thinking of his day, fun but boring at the same time. The 
rain had poured signalling that today was 'story day". His parents stared at him with love and 
affection in their eyes. He knew that he would always be 6 year old Godric for them. He loved 
them too and he wanted them to know it. He stood up. Walked around the room. Sat down again. 
He was tired. He was restless. He finally sat on the lap of his adoptive father. 


"Mom, dad. Tell it to me again." he asked. 
John Elowin sighed, rubbed his eyes, erasing some tears and said: 


"You were six. The neighbours, the Morels, had seen you're mother doing what they 
thought was magic. And it probably was. They asked the church officials of West England to arrest 
her. Your father was devastated and pleaded for the... the Church to let her go, to take him 
instead. They... they asked him if he had been the one doing the magic and not your mother. 
Your father was brave and said yes to save your mother. Your mother of course didn't know and... 
And thought that she would be executed, not him. They hung him and then... and then they 
decided that they wouldn't take any risks, and burned your mother alive. She died without 
knowing that her husband had sacrificed himself." his voice broke. 


Alice Elowin sobbed into her napkin and murmured: 


"I'm so sorry Godric, we were such cowards! We didn't think that we would live if we... if 
we protected him...!" she sobbed again. 


Godric patted her and kissed her on the cheek. 


"It's fine mum! You couldn't have without being suspected yourselves! It's normal. Go on 
dad." 


Mr Elowin continued: 


"So they both were mu...mu-murdered. We were horrified. The Gryffindor had always 
been kind and nice, helped us when we were in great needs. But by the time we decided to do 
something, they were both de-dead. But we knew that someone in the Gryffindor family was not 
dead. So we pleaded and raged to keep you alive, for them not to bu-burn you, and at last they 
accepted grudgingly. We took care of you ever s-since." 


Godric and his adoptive-father smiled at each other (though his was a teary eyed one). 
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"| love you dad, and mum. You guys are really parents for me. My parents would be 
grateful. They really would." he then leaned forward, looking around and whispering, although 
they were safe at home with the door closed. "Do you think I'm a wizard too then?" 


"Yes. Since you were little, strange things happened around you." his dad smiled. 
"Remember Alice? Those two snakes that came like in that strange book Hercules? When they 
attacked him and he... killed them? The Gryffindors were ever so proud about it, | remember." 


Godric and Mrs. Elowin smiled, remembering when Godric had throttled the poor snakes 
dead (even though he had at the time no strength to do such a thing at 4 years old). Godric also 
remembered when flames had circled him once when he was 7 years old, and had protected him 
from a stick some boys had thrown at him. They had screamed and ran to the village shouting. 
He had gotten into big trouble for that. 


But, Godric was fine now, and although a few times, people in the village had witnessed 
curious things happening around him, he hadn't gotten into very serious trouble. 


Suddenly, a servant ran into the room, banging the door open, panting, and eyes 
enormous in the red light of the fire. 


"| have been told to spread this to everyone in the village: witches, called Rowena 
Ravenclaw and what we have discovered to be Helga Hufflepuff, have escaped from our hands. 
The first one had hidden in a family who was oblivious to her powers until recently, the other had 
escaped from a village in Wales with her mother, who happened to be a witch as well. The mother 
got killed by our soldiers, but the girl escaped with the Ravenclaw witch. After paralyzing our 
men, they left, saying that they would start a war and that they would be the four saviours of 
witchcraft. All villagers are asked to stay at home, out of the way." 


And with that, the servant rushed out the door. 
"It is time to go." Godric said it without thinking. 
His adoptive parents looked at him, amazed. 
"But... Godric..." 


"Those witches know what they are doing. They are going to save the wizarding world 
and | know it. I'm going to be part of those four who will save it. | will depart tomorrow." he 
turned around so as not to see their hurt faces. 


"But Godric... How do you know that you should join them? I mean... This is very 
dangerous and... Your mother and father would never have stood for it... After all we've been 
through to save you! | mean..." 
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Godric closed his eyes. He did not want to tell them the real reason of why he wanted to 
go. It would sound so stupid and naive. He turned back around and opened his watery eyes. His 
voice cracked. 


"I can't tell you why. But trust me I... I know what I'm doing." 

Mrs. Elowin burst out as if she could not stop herself: 

"But those are witches, they might be dangerous! I won't let you..." 

She recoiled under the angry look Godric shot her. 

"I'm wizard by the way." 

"| know but you're different. You are... gentle. You don't use dark magic." 
"Who told you they did?" 

Their defiant stares met each other, but finally Mrs. Elowin lowered hers. 
"Fine. But if you get killed..." 


"I won't." Turning around, Godric climbed up the stairs into his red and gold room, his 
own choice of colour. He lay down on the bed, clothes still on. 


He thought of the dreams he had been 
having. 





The beautiful and intelligent girl he knew had been called Rowena. And the nice friend he 
knew had been called Helga. He recalled that strange dream that consisted of him... looking at 
Rowena... no need to dwell on that one. But he knew that he had to help these innocent witches, 
and he had to immediately. 
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Chapter 6 of 13: Helga Hufflepuff- My Revenge 


"I can't Rowena. I can't forget! They took away all I had in the world! My father, my 
mother! I can't forget!" Helga raged at her friend. 


"I know what you feel! They took away everything I had as well! And I also had a little 
brother. He got hanged! I know what you..." Rowena answer desperately. 


"YOU DON'T KNOW! You've got your father." spit out Helga. She had never been as angry 
as this. 


"My father is not part of my family." said Rowena coldly. 


"WHATEVER! It doesn't matter if he's you're family or not! We are finished! We're lost! 
What can we do, two eleven year old girls? And that stupid declaration you made: 'we're going 
to start a war and save the wizarding world’. LIES! We're only 11 and we're going to start a war, 
save the wizarding world?! ARE YOU CRAZY?!!!" Helga screamed. 


She caught the flicker of deep hurt in Rowena's eyes, before Rowena hissed in a frosty 
voice: 


"You're right, it was stupid. | should have said: '/ am going to start a war and I will save 
the wizarding world.' Since you aren't going to come." 


Something clawed at Helga's heart, the same sensation she had felt when her mother 
died. 


"I'm sorry. I... I shouldn't have been angry, | just... | just can't handle everything right now." 
Rowena turned to her, and Helga could see that her friend forgave her. 


"Listen Helga. The only thing that we have left is each other. We can do this if we stick 
together. Ok?" 


"Ok." Helga answered in a faint voice. 


When they had discovered the corpse of her mother, two guards had sprinted into the 
room. Rowena had raised her bow and arrow quickly, and had shot the two guards several times 
to make sure they were dead. 


They had run to the entrance, to find a dozen guards outside, swords pointed at them. 
Rowena had asked Helga to concentrate hard on the spell she wanted to make, and with their 
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efforts combined, they had paralyzed all the men. Then, upon leaving, Rowena had de-paralyzed 
the guard's ears and made sure he heard her saying: 'We're going to start and war. No one will 
be able to stop us. We will save the wizarding world." Then they had run off, Helga shocked and 
silent. Next, she had exploded in cold fury not only at her innocent friend, but the whole world, 
even the trees swinging in the wind. 


Helga told Rowena that she was tired and they decided to camp there, making a simple 
shelter that perhaps lacked the capacity to rule out mosquitoes. 


In the morning, they were both itching like mad, circles under her eyes. They trudged 
around the forest, groggy and scared, aware that they were completely lost. 


"Rowena?" 
"Yeah?" 

"| want revenge." 
Rowena smiled. 


"| never thought you would be the revenge type but sure, I’m with you. Make sure I'm 
with you." 


"You'll always be with me. We're friends right?" 


"Yeah, best friends." 
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Chapter 7 of 13: Salazar Slytherin- The Dreams 


Salazar was in his room, smiling at the joke 
he had just made on his essay. Lord Willington would 
laugh he was sure. But Lord Willington, the pure- 
blood Slytherin family's advisor/mentor/friend, never 
laughed these days, since those witches had escaped. 
If a battle were to happen, the Slytherins would 
immediately side with the witches. It might be grim, 
but they had waited long for this: a chance for 
revolution. 


But Salazar was sometimes disgusted by the 
ways of his family. They were so proud, so selfish, and 
sometimes even cruel. He remembered when his 
mother, Maronica Slytherin, had tortured their house 
elf, Grumpy. When his father, Lucian Slytherin, had used the Cruciatus curse on a muggle who 
had seen him perform magic. Then again, if they didn't do that, then they would have been 
burned on stakes for a long time by now. 





And he couldn't complain. He had just received his wand by that Ollivander family: again, 
pure-bloods. His wand was 11", Maple, Pheonix Feather, and Unyielding. The man, Louis 
Ollivander, had looked at him curiously, smiling... He murmured something about prophecies... 
Salazar decided to ask him next time their ways would meet. 


He scowled. It was starting to rain. He decided to leave his essay to be finished later. He 
twirled his wand, twirling it around and around, and it shot green and silver sparks: his favourite 
colours. He waved it, saying the spell he had just learned. 


"Lumos!" his wand lit up immediately. 


He smiled mischievously. He then heard 11 great chimes of the cathedral which rang out 
in the night. He yawned and passed his hand in his silver hair, changed into his pyjamas, falling 
on his bed. His eyes closed and he sank into deep sleep. 


Louis Ollivander was standing before them, stroking a beautiful phoenix with his 
shrivelled hands. "Four will become one, and witchcraft shall rise again. Flames will rise and leap 
more than ever before, the bird shall fly and create a safe haven, scratching muggles as it goes, 
the earth will rumble in fury, revenge in her blood, healing the injured, and the snake shall slash 
and bite, the leader of them all." Then, the man gave a Phoenix feather to the witches and wizards 
next to him: a young man his age with flaming red hair, emerald eyes, freckles, and a smile, a 
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very pretty girl with orange hair, clear blue eyes and a cute smile, a beautiful tall young woman 
with dark hair and eyes, her face a bit intimidating, but her eyes alive with kindness. She latter 
collected the phoenix feathers and put them in a rucksack, then, thanking the wand-maker, she 
strode away to the door. They all filed out of the room. 


He was in front of a rocky cliff, and the dark haired girl was pointing to a clearing on 
another cliff excitedly. But between both cliffs there was a pit, and the emptiness and the 
darkness seemed to want to engulf them all. Salazar turn around, desperate. 


Salazar woke up. He would not remember his dreams. He would perhaps only catch a 
wisp, and only when the time was ripe. 
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Chapter 8 of 13: Rowena Ravenclaw- Caught At Last 


Rowena felt her legs wobble under her. She and Helga were exhausted. They had had to 
manipulate a few people with magic, and their magic seemed to be strained out of them more 
each time. 


Helga's timid voice sounded in her ears: 


"Rowena, there's a village. We could hide in there, get some food. Come on Rowena, just 
a little more... then we can have a big feast, ok?" 


Rowena felt on her knees, crumpled to the ground. They had had to eat mushrooms for 
the last few months (Rowena identifying if they were edible, Helga cooking them) and they were 
both tired of it. She didn't care for a village, as she guessed that the people after them had wasted 
no time in informing all villages of two witches on the loose". 


Helga pulled her to her feet. Rowena was a lose puppet now, a famished puppet tired and 
forlorn. What were they supposed to do to help the witches and wizards of this world anyway? 


As Helga pleaded with her, Rowena saw two men coming towards them. 


"Helga! Helga! It's the two others! From the four... they... their coming" her words were 
slurred, but Helga gasped and raised her head. 


"Rowena! ROWENA! STAND UP! Just do it! Their guards Rowena! Please! I..." 
A guard grabbed Rowena and chuckled. 


"She's a pretty witch she is. Reckon she can bewitch us with her charm?" They both roared 
with laughter. 


The second guard grabbed the paralysed Helga, and she could only try feebly to escape 
from the guard's grasp. 


"No..." whispered Rowena. "No. | can't save us this time." 


"Come on Thomas!" said the second guard "We'll drag them to the village. They look 
drained and tired, probably why they can't perform their magic. We can't play around here!" 


Rowena sobbed silently into her filthy dress. 
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Chapter 9 of 13: Salazar Slytherin- Down To the Village 


Salazar had been ordered to go out on horse to hunt with Lord Willington, and he 
reluctantly when out with the latter. 


"But sir, I already know how to hunt deer! Anyways, isn't there supposed to be two 
witches on the loose?" 


"If we find them, we must help them the best we can. No witch or wizard deserves to be 
burned. Except perhaps those muggle-borns ...or mud-bloods I should say." Lord Willington 
smirked. 


"Muggle-borns? What are they?" 


"Witches or Wizards born from muggles. There are also half-bloods, but those are fine. 
I'm a halfblood and I’m fine right?" he smiled. 


"So half-bloods would be when one of their parents are wizards or witches and the other 
is a muggle? Right?" 


"Exactly! Though | still don't understand why my father decided to marry a dirty muggle." 
he grimaced. 


Salazar smiled. Maybe this hunt wouldn't be so boring after all. 


NE A eee 
IIIIIFII==z=z === === II TT III TITT 


"Not a bad hunter are you, eh?" said Lord Willington as Salazar caught a pheasant in flight 
with his arrow. 


"I'm better with a dagger for fighting though... or a lance" 
"I know. But we're in hunting class right now. Don't be a show off." 


Salazar grinned delightedly. He had proven that he was excellent: Lord Willington had 
called him a show off. 


"Where next?" the young man asked. 


"Let's go to the next village. Believe it or not, we've travelled a lot! | think it would be 
smart to sleep in the next village, or we'll have to walk at night." 
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"Very well master Willington." chanted Salazar in a sing song voice. 


Lord Willington didn't know that Salazar had actually summoned all the animals in the 
forest to come to the spot where he and his mentor were standing, for Salazar had just learned 
to master alone the art of non-verbal spells. It had then been easy to shoot them. He laughed 
now at his cunning. 


They came to a stop at the edge of a village. The sun was sinking into the hills beyond, 
creating a bloody trail behind it. His mentor was right, they couldn't go to the forest now, for fear 
of bandits, even with wands. 


There was a grand commotion down there. 
"What's happening Lord Willington?" Salazar asked, frowning 
"Oh, dear. The witches have been caught." 


Salazar gasped, then made his horse gallop down the hill, faster and faster. 
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Chapter 10 of 13: Godric Gryffindor- All Together 


Godric grabbed his cape. Roughly combing his messy red curls, he thought of the stories 
his parents had told him, about King Arthur and his knights. He had always wanted to join them, 
but the fact that he was a wizard would probably not come unnoticed. 


Suddenly, his adoptive parents were shouting at him to come, worry in their voice. 
"GODRIC! GODRIC! Come here!" 
Godric ran towards them, fear clawing at his chest. 


His mother was outside, hand still on the door frame, shock and fear on her face. His 
father was holding his horse's bridle, staring at the scene before him. 


"Look Godric. Just look." his father said. 


Godric looked, and a gasp escaped him. Two witches were tied to two high stakes, the 
one on the left had her face hidden in raven black hair, the one on the right struggling weakly, 
whimpering softly, her face round and rosy, contrasted with the terrible situation. He recognized 
them both instantly from the dreams he'd been having. Rowena Ravenclaw and Helga Hufflepuff. 


He ran out into the street, arms outstretched, then he doubled back running to his black 
horse, jumping on his back, drawing the sword that had been first year birthday present from his 
real father, and cantered towards the witches. Everyone roared in delight, thinking that he was 
going to cut their heads off, but quickly, angry screams resonated through the square. Godric had 
cut off the binds that tied them. 


A young fellow rushed up, raising a splendid sword. Godric and he instantly started 
fighting with a rage that is apparent in every battle when the combatants are fighting to kill. 


The two witches were sprawled on the floor. Rowena seemed to have fainted, and Helga 
squinted at the scene with a desperate face. The villagers started towards them, leers on their 
faces. 


Godric was losing the one to one combat. The young man was obviously a trained sword 
fighter, and it would be impossible to kill him. The man seemed to sense his worry and advanced 
forward, smiling in victory. 
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Then, suddenly, green flames shot up from the ground, separating the villagers and the 
man from the witches and Godric himself. Shouts of terror and screams of rang out in the setting 
sun. 


"WITCHCRAFT! WITCHCRAFT!" people screamed. 


A young man on a splendid grey horse galloped towards them, with green and silver 
robes, a stick - or a wand - in hand. 


"You, get the black haired one on your horse!" he said, scooping up the red haired one on 
his own horse. 


Godric obeyed. He took the pack of food and souvenirs he had, which included the 
painting of his dead parents, and galloped towards his saviour. 


"What's your name? Mine's Godric." 


"Well, sorry Godric, but we'll do presentations later - my magic is ebbing - and the villagers 
and guards will be after us in a few seconds." the boy grinned. 


The familiar adrenaline was running in his veins, and Godric had to grin back. 
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Chapter 11 of 13: Helga Hufflepuff- The Sight 


"You're name is Salazar? Salazar Slytherin?" Helga asked for the millionth time. The name 
ring a bell. 


Helga had felt very left out the past few days. All three of her new friends, Rowena, Godric 
and Salazar had all dreamed of their union and their coming friendship. They had all been warned 
by dreams and magical signs, yet she, Helga, had not lived a single moment. She was jealous, but 
she would not show it in front of her friends. After all, it wasn't their fault. 


But Helga was scared. What if she wasn't part of their group, the group that they had 
called now the group of four? She knew that that was ridiculous: she had appeared in her friend's 
dreams. She decided to ask Rowena, who appeared to be the smartest of them all. 


"All you all right Rowena?" 

Rowena rolled her eyes, smiling gently: 

"You've already asked that many times Helga. Yes, I'm fine! Shaken up, but fine!" 
"Good. I wanted to use that brain of yours..." 

Rowena seemed to perk up, as she always did when she was asked to use her brain. 
"Rowena, I haven't had any dreams. Why is that?" 


Rowena seemed to recoil, perhaps because of the brutality of the question. Helga 
softened. 


"Sorry. I was just worried." 
"It's all right." Rowena weakly 
"So ..." prompted Helga gently. 


"I think... I think it must be because... because dreams aren't the way to see for you. From 
the books that Salazar has lent me, | have concluded that my hypothesis was right. The link 
between magic, wand and person are very strong bonds. It is a very complicated line of magic, 
and would take ages to explain. Here is the quick definition: when you make a wand, it is not you 
who chooses the wand, but the wand who chooses the wizard. That is why there is often a bond 
between wands and their owners. There is the rule of seven, the one that contracts the omega 
of the wand and the omega of the wizard, so that if the wand chose the wizard or witch well, 
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then the omega gets either completely or partially destroyed. So the Confucius's ratio should 
take about... yes, about 4 times the omega, strengthening the power of the owner and the rule 
of seven. However, the rule of seven and Confucius ratio can counteract, and create another law 
of wand lore. This one is mostly of my invention and speculation, for I am not a wand maker yet." 
She took a deep breath, as Helga and her other friends started at Rowena in puzzlement. 


"This law which I don't know what to name (she smiled) is when the two other laws and 
rules interact, and backfire. Although this new law is not backfiring in a bad way, it creates a new 
positive effect that lessens slightly some powers that the wizards or witch might have. Indeed, it 
will only cancel out small things like energy, dreams, appetite, or other trivial things like that. 
Instead, there is a gift that is given to the owner." Rowena seemed to have finished for now, a 
satisfied smile on her face. 


"Um... still don't get why that has anything to do with Helga's problem..." Godric said 
tentatively. 


Helga and Salazar agreed and nodded their heads. 


"Well, you see, these rules don't apply only to wands, but they can also apply to other 
sources of magic. That is why they are named the rule of seven and Confucius ratio." Rowena 
said impatiently. 


"I still don't..." Godric started. 

Rowena sighed impatiently: 

"It can apply to many magical things: not only wands!" 
Seeing that Helga and her friend were still confused she said: 


"That means that probably, Helga has another gift, replacing the dreams. Probably, since 
we see part of the future in our dreams that would mean that she has the sight!" 


Helga gasped, and clutched her heart. 
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Chapter 12 of 13: Rowena Ravenclaw- The Slytherins 


Seeing the dawning comprehension on her friend's faces, Rowena smiled contentedly. 
"But... I can't! I've never-ever done such a... | mean I..." 
Rowena waved Helga's stutters away: 


"It's normal you've never seen in the future yet. Your gift may only come with the right 
tools. You're probably need a crystal ball, a tea cup... like in the books! Do you have The Future 
Lies Beyond by Calchas, Salazar?" 


"I think so." answered Salazar. 


Rowena noticed the slight slump of shoulders of Helga. 'So, she told herself with 
amusement, Helga doesn't like course books." 


"Lend it to Helga, why not. She could learn more and I'm sure she'll be interested." 
Salazar quickly got a book out of the big bag they had packed. 


After they had escaped the village, Salazar had let them to Slytherin Manor with Lord 
Willington. Helga and Rowena, who had been famished, ate with relish, and the next day they 
had packed big bulging bags with undetectable extension charms set on them by Maronica 
Slytherin, Salazar's mother. They had been hiding in an invisible cave which had been used by the 
Slytherins just in case they would ever need hiding (you never knew when you would get caught 
at performing witchcraft). 


Rowena didn't know what she thought of the Slytherins: she had mixed feelings. They 
were tough and very kind to them, but she couldn't help remembering the disgusted look they 
had shot Godric when he had gone on about how he loved his muggle adoptive parents. They 
had murmured: 'Blood Traitor' to each other, then had resumed their polite and kind attitude. 
They were cold to Godric after that. And when she had explained that her mother was a muggle- 
born (an expression Salazar had taught her) and that her father was a muggle, they had looked 
at her pityingly. 


Yes, there was something strange about the family, but even Salazar seemed puzzled from 
their attitudes. And Salazar himself was nice, but, Rowena thought, perhaps, a little full of 
himself, and very anxious to achieve his goals. 
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Godric was also full of himself, perhaps even more so, but Godric was very brave and 
chivalrous, and although he was boastful and sometimes stupid in her eyes, she found him very 
entertaining, funny and sweet. Sweet. She must really find better words to express her feelings, 
even if it wasn't out loud, she reflected. 


Rowena smiled to herself and took out her own large bag from the corner. With the help 
of her friends, she pulled out a bookshelf and then started sorting the books from her bag into 
need rows on it. It was noon when she finished, and she smiled contentedly. She noticed Helga 
reading the book, excitement dancing in her eyes. 
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Chapter 13 of 13: Salazar Slytherin 


"God, Salazar thought, Godric's fun but he is a jerk sometimes. He had to emphasize to 
Helga and Rowena that I missed the deer by two feet. 
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